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I could expatiate on many particulars of this letter, if we
were together. More I shall not know beyond the informa-
tion of the newspapers, for I shall scarce look at London
this summer. One sees there nothing but the royal wish
realized, red and blue coats; whoever makes Ms court
makes a campaign. I was not born to be a courtier or
a soldier. There is no hope left for an Englishman I one
can expect but to be laid prostrate by France or to be
enslaved at home; perhaps both, though Prance does not
seem to see all her advantages. We have contributed nine
parts in ten to our own ruin; like us she set out with
vapouring and has performed as little.

How despicable must both England and France appear
to those active monopolizers of usurpation, the sovereigns
of Prussia, Eussia, and Germany! Spain is still more
contemptible, who enters into a quarrel against its will,
and is content with beating its head against the rocks of
Gibraltar, but France at least has a harvest to come; she
cannot have forgotten the treaties of Utrecht and Paris, and
never wants a Lord Bolingbroke or a Lord Bute to negotiate
for our shame, when she is tired of war. Lord Mansfield no
doubt hopes to live to that dear hour, and see Lord Stormont
return to Paris to sign our last cession of empire.

June 29, 1780.

I send this letter to town by a servant, and shall beg
Mr. Stonhewer to convey it to you by the coach or waggon.
I have not heard a syllable of news this week: events must
seek me, for I shall not inquire after them, and what
signifies writing conjectures or reflections ? to execute any enterprise to which he shall be
